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laughed as she turned away. "Fear nothing, sister,"
she said, "there is no leopard crouching for you.
Fight on, brothers, for the prize is fair."
Punchi Menika walked slowly on down the track.
The blood in her veins moved strangely, stirred by
the stirring life around her. The trumpet call of
the sambur blared through the jungle, a terrific cry
of desire. The girl, who had heard it unmoved thou-
sands of times before, started at the sound of it, A
sense of uneasiness came over her. Suddenly she
stopped at the sight of something which moved be-
hind a bush down the track.
She stood trembling as Babun came out of the
jungle and walked towards her. His eyes were very
bright; his teeth showed white between his parted
lips; the long black hair upon his breast glistened
with sweat. He stood in front of her.
"Punchi Menika," he said, "I have come to you."
"Aiyo!" she answered. "I was very frightened.
I thought you were a devil of the trees crouching
there for me behind the bushes. Even when we were
little children our father warned us against the
devils that would leap upon us from the bushes."
"I have come to you. Come with me out of the
path into the thick jungle. Last night I could not
sleep for thinking of you. So I came in the early
morning along the path to meet you on your way